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The  Yellow  Cloak  and  other  Poems 


THE  YELLOW  CLOAK 

THE  moon  above  the  sharp  black  spire 
Was  cold  and  round  and  white; 
The  snow  was  cold  to  the  church  door, 
And  lonesome  was  the  night. 

"Oliver,  Oliver,  dear  Oliver, 
Dear  brother,  say, 
Shall  we  go  to  yon  dark  church 
And  rest  till  it  is  day? 

"  My  cloak  is  close  about  my  breast, 
And  hangs  below  my  knees; 
But  the  chill  of  the  snow  comes  under  my  cloak, 
And  I  fear  my  heart  will  freeze." 

He  said  "  If  the  cold  comes  under  your  cloak, 

The  cold  comes  under  mine — 

And  I  would  give  my  house  and  lands 

To  sit  by  a  fireshine; 


But  there's  no  house  for  seven  miles, 
Nor  fire,  nor  food,  nor  wine. 

"There's  no  shelter  for  seven  miles 
Will  shelter  us  till  day; 
So  let  us  go  to  the  holy  house 
That  never  turned  man  away." 

The  tall  cross  was  a  broken  cross; 
The  locked  door  was  old. 
I  said  "  Shall  we,  for  a  locked  door, 
Go  shivering  in  the  cold?" 

He  turned  and  faced  me  in  the  snow, 
And  his  black  eyes  were  bright. 
He  said  "  Shall  we,  for  a  locked  door, 
Go  shivering  in  the  night?" 

We  laid  our  shoulders  to  the  door 
Till  the  door  gave  way, 
And  a  big  owl  flew  between  our  heads 
And  plucked  my  cloak  of  gray ; 


"  Truly  the  house  of  the  broken  door 
Will  shelter  you  well  till  day." 

The  church  was  dark  as  a  dead  man's  house, 

And  colder  than  the  snow; 

I  set  my  foot  on  the  broken  door, 

But  in  I  could  not  go. 

"  Oliver,  Oliver,  dear  Oliver, 
Turn  your  face  to  the  west, 
And  follow  me  to  the  little  town; 
For  here  I  will  not  rest." 

He  said  "  I  would  follow  you,  dear  lad, 
And  serve  you  in  the  grave; 
I  would  give  my  sword,  and  give  my  gold 
And  my  body  you  to  save, 

"  I'd  give  you  the  shoes  from  off  my  feet, 
And  the  cloak  about  my  breast; 
But  I  will  not  walk  for  seven  miles 
When  I  can  have  good  rest." 


Oh,  black,  black  was  the  broken  door, 
And  cold,  cold  was  the  stone; 
But  colder  were  the  seven  miles 
That  I  must  walk  alone. 

I  took  my  sharp  sword  in  my  hand 
And  touched  the  cold  blade, 
And  followed  him  into  the  holy  house, 
Though  I  was  sore  afraid. 

Through  broken  glass  and  iron  bars 
We  saw  the  frosty  night; 
I  laid  my  sharp  sword  on  my  knees 
And  longed  for  a  candle's  light. 

"  Oliver,  Oliver,  dear  Oliver, 
I  think  we  have  sinned  a  sin, 
For  we  have  broken  the  holy  door — 
And  who  knows  what  comes  in?" 

For  I  heard  a  footfall  on  the  stone, 
And  saw  a  candle's  light, 


And  saw  a  girl  in  a  black  gown 

With  candle  tall  and  white; 

Quoth  she,  "Good  lack!  what  comely  lads 

Rest  in  this  house  to-night? 

;  Oh,  you  unlatched  the  fast-shut  door 
With  care  and  courtesy, 
That  I  might  enter  the  broken  house 
Where  once  they  mocked  at  me." 

She  said,  "  My  house  is  a  lonely  house, 
And  far  over  the  snow, 
And  I  am  seeking  a  comely  knight 
To  guard  me  as  I  go." 

She  took  my  comrade  by  the  hand; 
:  'Tis  you  shall  walk  with  me, 
For  well  I  like  your  black,  black  eyes 
That  look  so  steadily." 

I  raised  my  sword  to  the  candle-flame, 
And  the  light  leapt  on  the  blade; 


I  said  "  I  have  never  drawn  my  sword 
On  woman  or  on  maid, 
But — if  you  witch  my  dear  comrade, 
There's  none  shall  give  you  aid." 

She  said  "Bow  down,  you  sharp,  sharp  sword, 
The  sharpest  in  the  land." 
My  sword  fell  clattering  on  the  stones, 
And  I  stood  with  empty  hand. 

Oh,  you  who  came  to  the  holy  house 
With  the  locked  door  and  old, 
'Twere  better  you'd  walked  for  seven  miles 
In  the  wind  and  in  the  cold." 

I  followed  them  to  the  broken  door, 
And  felt  the  bitter  wind; 
I  raised  my  eyes  to  the  broken  cross, 
But  no  help  could  I  find. 
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4  Oliver,  Oliver,  dear  Oliver, 
In  the  wind  and  in  the  snow 


Raise  your  eyes  to  the  broken  cross 
And  let  the  woman  go. 

"Oliver,  Oliver,  dear  Oliver, 
Dearer  than  life  to  me, 
Raise  your  eyes  to  the  broken  cross 
And  let  the  woman  be." 

She  said  "  My  spell  he  will  never  break, 
Call  to  him  as  you  may; 
So  go  your  way  to  the  little  town 
Full  seven  miles  away. 

"  For  cold,  cold  are  the  seven  miles 
Between  you  and  the  town; 
But  colder  the  way  to  my  lonely  house — 
And  the  cold  comes  through  my  gown." 

Of  all  his  comrades,  Oliver 
Was  the  first  in  courtesy, 
And  he  pulled  off  his  yellow  cloak 
As  swiftly  as  might  be; 


"There's  never  a  woman  shall  feel  the  cold 
While  my  cloak  is  on  me." 

She  wrapped  herself  in  the  yellow  cloak 
And  fastened  the  clasp  of  gold. 
"  There's  never  a  man  has  spoken  thus 
Or  sheltered  me  from  the  cold; 

"There's  never  a  man  has  spoken  thus 
Or  shown  me  courtesy, 
Since  the  priest  cursed  me  in  this  church 
And  the  people  mocked  at  me. 

"  So  you  may  take  your  dear  comrade 
And  go  with  him  through  the  snow; 
And  I  will  go  to  my  lonely  house, 
And  lonely  will  I  go. 

"  Oh,  you  may  take  your  dear  comrade 
And  have  no  fear  of  me ; 
And  I  will  go  to  my  lonely  house — 
And  lonely  will  it  be." 


Slowly  went  she  through  the  snow, 
And  no  word  could  I  speak; 
I  leaned  my  head  against  the  wall 
And  the  tears  ran  down  my  cheek. 

J 

"  Roland,  Roland,  dear  Roland, 
Let  all  your  grief  be  done, 
For  we  shall  be  in  the  little  town 
At  the  rising  of  the  sun; 

"  Roland,  Roland,  dear  Roland," — 
But  even  as  he  spoke 
The  big  owl  flew  against  my  cheek 
And  plucked  me  by  the  cloak. 

"And  if  she  spared  you,  the  witch-woman, 
You're  luckier  than  you  see; 
She  would  have  taken  your  dear  comrade 
Her  love  and  her  slave  to  be, 
And  she  has  spared  your  dear  comrade 
All  for  his  courtesy. 

"  She  followed  you  from  her  lonely  house 
To  the  house  of  the  broken  door, 


And  all  she  took  was  a  yellow  cloak — 
From  many  she's  taken  more. 

"  She  is  a  witch,  and  an  evil  witch ; 
Three  hundred  years  ago 
The  good  priest  cursed  her  in  this  church 
And  drove  her  into  the  snow. 

"And  did  she  choose  your  dear  comrade 
And  take  him  by  the  hand, 
When  she  could  have  the  fairest  knight, 
The  fairest  in  the  land? 

"  Oh,  some  will  have  the  black,  black  eyes, 
And  some  will  have  the  blue; 
But  were  I  a  woman — as  I  am  not — 
I  swear  I'd  have  taken  you." 

The  moon  looked  through  the  broken  door 
As  we  went  on  our  way, 
And  through  the  snow  for  seven  miles 
We  shared  my  cloak  of  gray. 
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THE  CASTLE 

THE  clouds  above  the  trees  are  piled 
Like  a  castle  black  and  wild, 
And  through  a  castle  window  high 
The  moon  looks  out  on  the  wild  sky. 
Like  a  woman  prisoned  there, 
Up  a  black  and  winding  stair, 
She  at  her  prison  window  stands, 
A  flickering  candle  in  her  hands. 
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SAINT  MICHAEL'S  CHURCH 

SAINT  Michael's  church  is  old  and  gray, 

And  there  is  no  one  left  to  pray 

In  the  old  village  by  the  hill; 

So  Michael's  church  is  always  still. 

Its  two  yew-trees  with  berries  red 

Are  hung  each  year  from  foot  to  head. 

A  broken  cross  by  Michael's  door 

J 

Guards  one  who  rises  up  no  more, 
And  greets  the  traveller's  glancing  eyes 
With  most  sweet  hope  of  Paradise. 
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EVENSONG 

THE  sun,  like  a  red  bird, 
Has  sought  his  nest; 
The  bells  are  calling 
The  world  to  rest, 

All  the  sweet  bells  calling 
"Spent  is  the  day; 
Vesper  burns  sweetly, 
Fold  hands  and  pray." 

Saint  John's  is  a  gray  church 

With  tall,  dark  spire; 
"Let  us  pray"  call  the  bells, 
"  For  rest,  our  desire." 

A  green  field  from  Saint  John's 
Towards  the  gray  town 
Stephen's  bells  are  ringing 
"  Pray  ere  night  comes  down." 
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Saint  Stephen  to  Saint  John 
Afar  off  in  Heaven, 
Says  "Hear  the  bells,  John, 
Through  the  mellow  even." 

Saint  John  to  Saint  Stephen, 
His  black  eyes  alight, 
Says  "Hear  the  bells,  Stephen, 
That  lead  in  the  night." 

Saint  Stephen  to  Saint  John 
Leans  down  to  speak 
With  bright  eyes  a-glimmer 
And  dark,  flushed  cheek. 

"They  hear  the  bells  calling 
Through  the  sweet,  thin  light, 
And  kneel  down  to  pray 
In  fear  of  the  night. 

"  And  heart  says  to  heart, 
'Ere  night  covers  all, 
The  fruit  on  the  branches, 
The  vine  on  the  wall, 


"'Ere  night  covers  over 
My  friend's  dark  head, 
The  eyes  that  sparkle, 
The  cheeks  flushed  red, 

" '  Let  us  kneel.'     They  know  not 
When  comes  the  day: 
In  fear  of  the  night 
They  kneel  to  pray." 

Saint  John  says  to  Stephen, 
His  black  eyes  agleam, 
"Evening's  thin  colours 
Fade  to  a  dream. 

"The  dark,  gray  churches 
Are  quiet  within; 
Each  man  in  silence 
Thinks  of  his  sin. 

"In  the  far,  dark  churches, 
Hushed  alway, 
With  bent  heads  in  silence 
They  kneel  to  pray. 
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In  the  far,  gray  churches 
The  bells  are  still. 
Night,  the  fear-bringer, 
Walks  on  the  hill." 
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BLACKBERRIES 

WHEN  we  went  plucking  blackberries, 
My  dear  brother  and  I, 
Green  were  the  thorny  bushes 
Under  a  black  sky. 

I  said  "  We  '11  meet,  dear  brother, 
When  the  sun  goes  down, 
And  evening's  golden  ringers 
Are  laid  on  yonder  town." 

My  brother  plucked  from  low  meadows 
The  sweet  blackberries; 
I  filled  my  basket  from  a  bank 
Where  wind  stirred  the  trees. 

Evening  frowned,  purple-browed; 
I  rose  hastily, 
And  a  blue-berried  juniper 
Called  and  spoke  to  me; 
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"  The  wizards  have  witched  your  dear  brother, 
And  laid  him  'neath  a  tree. 

"  The  wizards  have  bound  your  dear  brother 
And  hidden  him  away, 
And  they  will  do  some  dreadful  thing 
At  dawning  of  the  day. 

"They  have  laid  your  brother  on  witch-ground 
With  grass  under  his  head, 
And  o'er  him  stands  an  elder-tree 
Who  talks  with  the  dead. 

"  The  man  who  lies  'neath  elder-tree 
When  cold  dawn  comes  up, 
The  wizards  drain  his  soul's  life 
As  a  man  drains  a  cup." 

The  sky  lowered  fearfully, 
The  sun  sloped  down; 
Evening's  gold  fingers 
Were  laid  on  the  town. 
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The  gold  shone  wrathfully 
'Neath  a  dull  red  sky; 
I  said,  "  I  will  find  my  dear  brother 
Ere  the  stars  die." 

The  brambles  scratched  my  ankles, 
The  sharp  stones  tore  my  feet; 
I  cried  "  The  grass  is  no  more  fair 
Or  honeysuckle  sweet. 

;The  bright  grass  is  gray  dust 
If  you  are  lost  to  me; 
The  thin  leaves  and  little  stars 
Have  lost  their  witchery; 
The  wan  wine  and  the  honeycomb 
Are  bitter  like  the  sea." 

The  misty  stars  were  trapped  moths, 
Sweet,  beautiful; 

The  moon  looked  through  thick  clouds, 
Her  scarred  face  dull. 

But  the  sweet  moths  were  hidden, 
When  sharp  white  flame 
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Tore  the  black,  bitter  clouds, 
And  cold  drops  came. 

The  rain  poured  heavily; 
A  thorn-branch  tore  my  cheek, 
A  bramble  caught  me  by  the  cloak; 
I  heard  a  voice  speak: 

"  If  you  are  seeking  your  dear  brother, 
A  silly  lad  you  be; 
The  wizards  saw  your  dear  brother 
And  caught  him  cunningly. 

"Though  you  find  your  dear  brother 
He  will  not  stir  nor  speak." 
Tears  and  blood  and  rainwater 
Trickled  down  my  cheek. 

"  I  will  not  leave  him  all  alone, 
Alone  under  a  tree ; 

Whate'er  the  wizards  would  do  with  him, 
So  shall  they  do  with  me." 
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"There  are  two  ways"  said  the  bramble, 
"  To  open  a  man's  eyes, 

Though  he  be  bound  by  all  wizards 

Under  the  seven  skies. 

"  There  are  two  things  "  said  the  bramble, 
"That  open  shut  lips; 

But  he  is  theirs  when  the  little  stars 

Sail  seaward  in  their  ships." 

The  sharp  bramble  suddenly 
Was  still  and  dead ; 
The  rain  poured  thinly 
On  my  wet,  fair  head; 
The  rain  hurt  my  left  cheek 
Where  a  deep  scratch  bled. 

The  rain  came  thinly, 
Then  came  not  at  all; 
I  heard  through  the  wet  trees 
A  faint  wind  call. 

I  saw  in  the  western  sky 
The  clouds  lifted  up, 
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And  the  moon  like  a  dead  rose 
Afloat  in  a  cup. 

The  thin  clouds  withered 
And  shrank  away ; 
The  cocks  cried  faintly 
;  Soon  comes  the  day." 

As  my  heart  sickened, 
I  saw  'neath  a  tree 
My  own  brother  lying 
Who  was  life  to  me. 

I  said  "  Rise  up,  dear  brother; 
Tell  me  I  need  not  weep, 
Tell  me  the  chain  that  holds  you 
Is  only  a  sound  sleep." 

But  my  dear  brother  stirred  not, 
Though  cold  on  his  eyes 
Dripped  dew  from  the  elder-tree 
Under  weird  dawn-skies. 
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I  said  "If  lips  are  made  to  speak, 

Rise  and  speak  to  me; 

Unclose  your  eyes,  if  eyes,  brother, 

May  unclosed  be. 

Oh !  must  I  watch  the  wizards  come 

Like  bats  about  the  tree? 

"Unhappy,  brother,  was  the  hour 
We  saw  the  blackberries; 
Now  we  shall  wait  in  the  soft  grass, 
Your  dark  head  on  my  knees, 

"  Shall  wait  until  the  wizards  come 
Like  black  bats  and  gray; 
And  they  will  do  some  cruel  thing 
At  dawning  of  the  day. 

"  I'd  rather  go  through  cruel  gates 
Bound  with  a  cruel  spell — 
I'd  rather  go  with  you,  brother, 
To  where  the  wizards  dwell 


"Than  I  would  live  in  a  great  palace 
With  you  lost  and  dead. 
I'd  rather  lie  with  you,  brother, 
The  grave  for  our  bed, 

"  Than  I  would  lie  on  a  gold  couch 
With  you  lost  to  me; 
So  we'll  await  the  bat-wizards 
Under  the  elder-tree." 

I  heard  a  sound  trembling 
Through  the  rain-soaked  wood, 
A  sound  in  the  wet  bushes 
That  froze  all  my  blood. 

I  said  "They  come,  dear  brother, 
Under  the  weird  skies." 
The  tears  that  glistened  on  my  cheeks 
Fell  hot  on  his  eyes. 

"Brother,  the  stars  to  open  sea 
Sail  in  their  little  ships." 
The  tears  that  smarted  in  my  eyes 
Fell  hot  on  his  lips. 
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I  saw  his  eyes  open, 
Dazed,  as  from  sleep. 
He  said  "  What  ails  you,  dear  brother  ? 
What  has  made  you  weep? " 
I  caught  his  hands  in  my  hands; 
"The  stars  may  sail  away, 
For  we  are  safe  from  the  bat-wizards 
At  dawning  of  the  day. 

"Oh,  not  again,  dear  brother, 
While  wind  stirs  the  trees, 
While  thorns  grow  on  green  bushes, 
Shall  we  pluck  blackberries." 


THE  FOUR  ANGELS 

FOUR  angels  bless  your  bed, 
Mark  and  Matthew  at  your  head, 
Luke  and  John  stand  at  your  feet — 
Surely  your  slumber  should  be  sweet. 
If  you  wake  and  see  them  stand, 
John  has  a  candle  in  his  hand, 
Matthew  holds  a  cross  of  wood, 
Luke's  robe  is  like  new  blood." 

When  the  cocks  crew  for  the  light, 
My  eyes  opened  in  the  long  night. 
There  I  saw  four  angels  stand; 
One  had  a  candle  in  his  hand. 
Surely  it  is  fair  Saint  John 
That  my  eyes  are  gazing  on. 
An  old  woman  did  me  tell 
Four  angels  guard  me  well 
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Round  my  bed  till  night's  end, 
And  one  is  John,  Our  Lord's  friend. 
John,  whom  Our  Lord  loved  well, 
When  ringeth  the  matins  bell?" 

If  you  hark,  you'll  hear  the  cows  low; 
If  you  hark,  you'll  hear  the  cocks  crow; 
Night  wanteth  hours  three 
Ere  the  sun  stands  in  the  tree." 

John,  the  candle  that  you  hold 
Burns  brightly  like  clear  gold." 

;  My  candle  is  a  light  of  Heaven; 
There  'twas  blessed  by  saints  seven. 
Saint  Peter  blessed  it,  and  Saint  Paul, 
And  John  who  died  in  Herod's  hall; 
One  was  Mary  Magdalen 
Whose  seven  sins,  like  seven  men, 
Would  not  let  her  body  be; 
And  one  was  Mary  of  Galilee. 
One  was  Stephen,  who  put  off 
A  robe  that  is  full  hard  to  doff 


A  bright  robe  of  blood  to  don; 

And  I  have  blessed  it,  who  am  John." 

John,  I  fear  the  hours  of  morn; 
All  earth  is  dim  and  worn; 
Sore  my  head  and  heart  do  ache, 
Much  I  long  for  dawn  to  break. 
Prithee  of  your  charity 
Sing  you  a  sweet  song  to  me." 

I  will  sing;  and,  while  you  hark, 
All  fears  will  seek  the  dark." 

THE  SONG 

A  mad  shepherd  kept  his  flocks 
'Mid  green  grass  and  black  rocks; 
All  the  night-time  would  he  sing, 
While  his  sheep  went  wandering. 
The  stars  of  Heaven  are  my  sheep, 
Till  the  dawn-time  I  them  keep. 
A  great  ram  of  shining  gold 
Leads  the  bright  sheep  to  the  fold; 
The  flocks  of  Heaven  are  mine  to  tend 
All  night  till  night's  end." 
28 


Came  a  man  through  the  green  grass, 
And  that  man  Our  Lord  was. 
What,  mad  shepherd,  do  you  sing? 
All  your  sheep  go  wandering, 
Or  round  their  fold  are  bleating  sore, 
And  none  to  them  unbars  the  door. 
My  gold  flocks  in  Heaven  feed; 
Whom  I  tend  have  all  they  need. 
I  my  timeless  flocks  will  keep — 
Shepherd,  call  your  straying  sheep." 

I  have  watched  them  all  the  day; 
In  the  night-time  let  them  stray. 
Your  bright  sheep,  that  feed  in  Heaven, 
Than  mine  are  fairer  seven  times  seven." 

Shepherd,  to  me  your  white  flock  give 

And,  surely  as  the  trees  live, 

My  bright  sheep  are  yours  to  tend 

All  night  till  world's  end. 

In  your  gray  and  wrinkled  shoon 

You  will  walk  behind  the  moon, 
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Calling  the  bright  sheep,  lest  they  stray, 
Till  the  cocks  crow  for  the  day. 
You  may  lead  to  their  dark  fold 
Ewes  and  lambs  of  pure  gold." 

The  mad  shepherd  in  gray  shoon 
Walked  above  the  lantern  moon; 
His  sheep  ate  the  green  grass, 
And  Our  Lord  their  shepherd  was. 

Quoth  the  angels,  "  Certainly 
He  is  foolish  as  can  be, 
Our  Lord's  Son,  who  on  the  steep 
Leadeth  the  mad  shepherd's  sheep. 
All  the  golden  flocks  of  Heaven 
To  this  shepherd  hath  he  given; 
They  are  his  to  feed  and  tend 
All  night  till  world's  end." 

Our  Lord  saw  the  stars  stand; 
On  olive-tree  he  laid  his  hand; 
"All  night  I  will  not  sleep; 
I  am  tending  my  white  sheep." 
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ELIZABETH 

ON  the  stone  that  tells  of  death, 
Blurred  and  faint — "  Elizabeth." 

These  words"  she  dying  said, 
Be  on  my  cross  when  I  am  dead: 
4  Four  angels  did  me  bless 
That  I  might  live  with  holiness; 
Seven  saints  did  round  me  cry 
When  that  I  lay  down  to  die; 
So  with  angel  and  with  saint 
My  heart  grew  never  faint. 
Now  in  the  grave  I  lay  my  head; 
The  four  angels  bless  my  bed." 

Yet  it  irks  me  sore  that  she 

Should  taste  the  grave's  inclemency. 


BABYLON 

How  many  miles  to  Babylon 
With  lanterns  flaring  high? 
As  many  miles  as  the  moon  walks 
When  she  goes  up  the  sky." 

How  many  miles  to  Babylon 
Under  the  cloudy  moon? 
As  many  miles  as  the  sun  sees 
When  he  stands  at  the  noon." 

How  many  miles  to  Babylon, 
And  where  may  Babylon  be? 
It's  where  you  hear  the  cherries  laugh 
As  they  hang  on  the  tree." 

What  shall  I  see  in  Babylon 
That  I  should  call  it  fine? 
Oh,  you  will  see  a  great  King 
A-drinking  of  the  wine." 
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What  shall  I  hear  in  Babylon 
In  the  time  of  strawberries? 
Oh,  you  will  hear  the  stars  sing 
As  they  stand  in  the  trees." 

How  shall  I  come  to  Babylon 
Before  the  stars  fade? 
Lay  your  hand  on  a  willow-tree, 
And  the  leaves  will  give  you  aid.' 


33 


CLEOPATRA 

WHEN  Cleopatra  ruled  the  Nile, 
She  was  not  fair  to  see; 
Her  only  beauty  was  the  smile 
That  melted  you  and  me. 

Oh,  you  and  I  were  men  of  ships; 
The  sea  had  been  our  school. 
There  was  no  beauty  in  her  lips — 
And  beauty  seemed  a  fool. 

We  saw  her  dancing  on  her  deck 
A  cloudy  night  in  June; 
Long  earrings  played  against  her  neck 
A  little  dancing  tune; 

Her  ship  and  ours  in  middle  sea 
Passed  closely,  and  were  gone. 
But  still  from  Spain  to  Araby 
The  little  queen  danced  on. 
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When  Cleopatra  ruled  the  Nile, 
She  was  not  fair  or  true; 
For  every  man  she  smiled  the  smile 
That  melted  me  and  you. 

Though  all  the  world  rose  up  between 
With  girls  and  gold  and  wine, 
She  dances  still,  the  little  queen, 
Upon  your  heart  and  mine. 
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THE  GYPSY 

When  I  was  only  seventeen, 
A  gypsy  in  the  lane 
Told  me  that  my  sparkling  eyes 
Would  win  the  crown  of  Spain: 

Sparkling  eyes!  Spanish  eyes! 
The  Queen  of  Spain's  son, 
The  gypsy  swore  he  d  marry  me 
Before  the  year  was  done. 

The  gypsy  girl  she  took  my  hand 
As  we  stood  in  the  lane; 
;  Here  is  love,  and  here  is  gold, 
And  here's  the  crown  of  Spain ! " 

Sparkling  eyes!  Spanish  eyes! 
The  gypsy  read  my  hand, 
A  scarlet-skirted  gypsy  girl 
As  dark  as  Egypt/and. 
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As  I  came  to  the  palace  gates, 
As  I  came  riding  through, 
A  gypsy  woman  begged  for  gold 
Because  her  words  came  true: 

Sparkling  eyes  !  Spanish  eyes  ! 
The  gypsy  in  the  lane, 
I  filled  her  basket  full  of  gold — 
For  I  was  Queen  of  Spain. 
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THE  VIKINGS'  SONG 

OUR  dragon-ships  stand  on  the  shore, 
The  moon  stands  on  the  sea, 
And  we  shall  sail  through  the  moon's  mouth 
To  where  we  long  to  be. 

Bright,  indeed,  is  the  pleasant  south, 

And  we  have  bought  and  sold; 

We  have  chaffered  our  gold  for  casks  of  wine 

And  girls,  who  are  more  than  gold. 

Oh !  we  were  drinking,  and  we  were  loving, 
When  a  wind  blew  out  of  the  sea, 
And  all  of  us  saw  our  own  land, 
And  there  we  longed  to  be. 

The  city  of  Rome  is  a  great  city 
For  hands  that  are  full  of  gold ; 
But  we  have  dreamed  of  our  own  sea, 
The  sea  that  is  always  cold. 
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Long  have  we  tarried  in  halls  of  Rome 
And  long  in  the  towers  of  Spain; 
Long  have  we  drunk  the  Grecian  wine, 
And  we  must  sail  again. 

Pleasant,  indeed,  are  the  Spanish  towers, 
Sweet  are  the  plains  of  Rome; 
But  a  voice  spoke  out  of  the  moon's  mouth 
"Home,  Home,  Home!" 
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THE  SPINNING-WHEEL 

OH!  once  I  sat  with  heart  asleep 

Beside  my  spinning-wheel, 

And  dreamed  how  I  would  love,  and  weep, 

And  feel  as  now  I  feel. 

" He  cannot  love  you "  sings  the  wool; 
"He  loves"  the  wheel  replies; 

And,  though  I  call  my  heart  a  fool, 

The  tears  burn  in  my  eyes. 
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ERINNA 

GODDESS,  who  can,  and  will  not,  heal 
My  heart — when  Vesper  lit  the  sky, 
Erinna  with  her  spinning-wheel 
In  far-off  twilight  felt  as  I. 

Now  peach  and  cherry  orchards  bloom, 
And  apple-boughs  are  fair  to  see, 
Rose-cheeked  Agave  in  the  gloom 
Keeps  watch  beside  an  apple-tree. 

Tall  goddess  of  the  star  and  foam, 
But  three  nights  past,"  Erinna  said, 
When  evening  called  the  shepherds  home, 
They  were  my  lips  he  praised  as  red." 

Now  from  the  branch  the  blossoms  start, 
And  apple-boughs  are  good  to  see; 
She  felt  it  crawl  across  her  heart, 
The  little  worm  of  jealousy. 


Rose-cheeked  Agave  takes  her  rest; 
Erinna  sleeps,  nor  wakes  again; 
She  felt  the  earth  heaped  on  her  breast, 
Nor  knew  if  death  were  joy  or  pain. 
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EPITAPH 

HADES!  dost  thou  think  to  hold 
In  thine  arched  hall  and  cold 
All  the  light  that  some  time  lay 
In  those  eyes  of  morning  gray? 
When  such  light  to  death  is  given, 
Hell  itself  is  turned  to  Heaven. 
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PRISONED 

HADES!  in  thy  blackest  den 
Hide  this  loveliest  of  men, 
Lest  the  gods,  with  straying  eyes 
Looking  downward,  see  thy  prize 
And,  sad  such  beauty  should  be  lost, 
Descend  to  free  the  fettered  ghost, 
And  sigh  "That  such  as  he  should  be 
Subject  to  death's  inclemency !  " — 
And  make  him  god  instead  of  thee. 
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REST 

THOU  wert  so  fair  that  the  gods, 

In  pity  that  thou  shouldst  die, 

Said,  "  Never  this  form  shall  be 

A  prey  for  the  pyre  and  the  urn. 

No!  we  shall  hush  him  to  sleep; 

Far  off,  where  the  winds  never  come, 

He  shall  lie  with  his  dogs  at  his  feet, 

He  shall  slumber  and  dream  of  the  spring.' 
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THE  TWO  LOVERS 

BELOVED,  now  Hades'  jealous  eyes 

Have  seen  us,  no  long  time  have  we; 

For  all  the  beauty  'neath  the  skies 

He  hath  a  lover's  jealousy. 

So  love  me  now,  while  love  is  sweet, 

Before  our  hearts  are  cold, 

For  Death  will  trip  your  dancing  feet, 

The  thief  who  steals  the  gold. 


46 


BECAUSE  I  love  not  one,  or  none, 
But  all  the  men  there  be, 
The  Love  who  was  an  only  son 
Has  naught  to  say  to  me. 

Though  Aphrodite's  son  was  wild 
And  never  less  than  kind, 
The  Love  who  was  an  only  child 
He  is  not  so  inclined. 

He  says — if  you  would  love  the  best 
You  must  love  one  alone, 
And  whoso  gives  a  kiss  in  jest 
Might  better  hurl  a  stone. 

He  says  that  love  is  gentleness 
And  trust,  though  thrice  betrayed. 
But  hear  me,  all,  while  I  confess 
Of  what  my  love  is  made. 
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My  Love  was  born  in  palace  gay 
With  sister  and  with  brother; 
When  he  from  one  love  turns  away, 
'Tis  but  to  seek  another; 

And  since  I  follow  Venus'  son 
And  love  whom  last  I  see, 
The  Love  who  never  loved  but  one 
Has  turned  away  from  me. 
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